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	1. I – Prologue

**DENIAL AND ITS SIDE EFFECTS**

_HashtagMC_

* * *

><p><span>Main Pairing:<span> Harry Potter / Draco Malfoy

Warnings: EWE, most likely OOC, probably irregular update schedule, not beta-read

Not a warning: Slash / yaoi / boy x boy / homosexual pairings / Don't like? Don't read!

Disclaimer: Obviously, I do not own Harry Potter or anything related to it. It is the intellectual property of Joanne K. Rowling, and the copyright of her or her publishing company. I own nothing but the plot of this fanfiction and any Ocs I might come up with. No money is made with this.

* * *

><p>This is the very first story I write for the Harry Potter fandom, after I read first Harry Potter fanfics maybe a week ago. After reading one HarryDraco fanfiction, I was immediately smitten with it. Since this is the first story in a new fandom, the characters might be OOC – I apologise in advance.

I have the plot of this story written down completely – 3.549 words in total – so I hope that there won't be a point when I have no idea how to continue the plot. Nonetheless, my update schedule will probably be highly irregular. I might finish a chapter within _days_, or it might take me two weeks – especially since I have three or four other stories in the _Percy Jackson and the Olympians_ fandom running at the moment.

I will try to achieve longer chapters than I usually do – until now, average is 1–1.8k words, and I would like to achieve maybe minimum 2–3k words per chapter for this story. Also, there _won't_ be indications of when the POV changes, so I hope you won't be confused.

Now, with this said – go ahead and enjoy reading this story! Remember, feedback, no matter whether it is praise or criticism, is always highly appreciated. Even just a simple 'cute' or 'liked it' is nice – it is, in my opinion, more personal than a simple favourite or follow.

— Hashtag

* * *

><p><strong>CHAPTER 1 – PROLOGUE<strong>

To say Draco Malfoy was surprised when the Ministry came to arrest his parents would be a lie. He was not. If anything, he was surprised that they didn't take _him_ with them – if they needed another reason aside from the Dark Mark on his forearm, they could still charge him for assisting in the murder of Albus Dumbledore. But, according to the Ministry witches and wizards, someone had advocated for Draco. Of course, they didn't say any names, leaving Draco with the knowledge that he not only owed his life to Harry Potter, but also his freedom to an unknown saviour. Terrific.

To say the parting was tearful would also be a lie. Draco Lucius Malfoy was the heir to the Malfoy estate and future head of the family – or, what was left of the estate – and a Malfoy did not cry. He hadn't many tears left anyway, and he surely wouldn't waste them for his parents. The days in which his father was the centre of Draco's world were long gone, and for his mother – well, she'd be free in a few years. Draco hadn't attended the trial, but from what he'd heard, Potter had claimed that she had saved his life during the Battle for Hogwarts (as the press dubbed it). She'd most likely live with her relatives on the Continent as soon as she'd be discharged from Azkaban. Draco wouldn't have to worry about her. And after the war and everything that came with it, their wasn't much _family_ left between them. Draco believed in the purity of blood, but said blood was all that connected him to his parents at the time being,

To say Draco Malfoy was surprised when the letter from Hogwarts arrived would be an understatement. He had expected to be an outcast for the rest of his life – acquitted or not, he had still fought for the Dark Lord – but he had _not_ expected the _Hogwarts School for Witchcraft and Wizardry_ to invite him for an eighth year, so he could catch up on what he'd missed during his, ah, _services_ for _He-Whom-Shall-Not-Be-Named_. Attached was the usual list of necessary items – robes, school books, ingredients for potions, and whatnot – and the letter concluded with the standard phrase they used for this letters.

Draco briefly considered to burn the letter and forget about it, but the prospect of returning to Hogwarts proved to be too tempting. Not that he was that keen on completing his education – he could easily do this by hiring a private tutor. He could still vividly remember a conversation with Pansy during his sixth year – if his memory served Draco correctly, he had asked what he needed an education for when he was serving the Dark Lord. But times had changed, and even though nobody would employ a Malfoy, completing the N.E.W.T.s would certainly improve his chances.

Which was why he found himself in the Diagonal Alley at the end of August. It was the first time that he showed his face in public after the trial against him, and Draco was highly aware of the glances people gave him, and the hushed voices in which people talked about him. Once, a long time ago, he had believed that he belonged into this world, that his pure blood made him a king amongst these people. But now? In the eyes of these people, he had failed them, betrayed them. He no longer belonged here. It wasn't a secret that most people would rather have him in Azkaban. Sure, there were those who took pity on him, saying that he'd been forced or talked into joining the Dark Lord, that he hadn't been old enough to understand the consequences of his actions. Bullshit. Draco would much rather suffer in Azkaban than be _pitied_. A Malfoy might stoop low, but a Malfoy did not need pity.

Thus, Draco ignored the pointed looks and without hesitation stepped into one store after another, chalking item after item off of his list. Books, ingredients, feather quills, until only one thing was left. A new wardrobe. Draco had the distinct feeling that wearing his black robes with the Malfoy insignia on it would be a _very_ bad idea. He did not intend to test his fellow wizards patience.

_Fellow wizards_, Draco thought as he headed to _Madam Malkin's_. This term was new. He used to subconsciously sort his _fellow wizards_ into different categories, based on the purity of their blood, whom their family were, whom they socialised with. Then, during the war, he had sorted people into _ally_,_ enemy_ or _neutral_. But now… what was the point of doing so? Those categories had ceased to exist. There still were enemies, but not the kind of enemy who would try and murder him. There still were neutrals, or at least people who begrudgingly accepted the fact that he was not imprisoned. There were no allies. Nobody in their right mind would put up with the son of Lucius Malfoy, not if they cared the slightest bit about their reputation.

— _Denial and its Side Effects_ —

To say Harry Potter was surprised when Draco Malfoy was acquitted would be a lie. He had somewhat expected it. Malfoy's lawyer had done a great job, and the judge couldn't ignore the fact that for Malfoy, the choice had been either join the Death Eaters, or die a gruesome death after you've watched your family die. Malfoy had never had a choice but to comply with Voldemort's orders, and Harry had seen what this meant to Malfoy first-hand when he'd witnessed the other boy's breakdown in Myrtle's toiled. Malfoy had known what was coming, and it had broken him. It was a miracle he was still sane.

To say Harry Potter was relieved when Draco Malfoy was acquitted would be the truth. He had hoped so. He had no idea what had driven him to turn around and save Malfoy's life when Goyle had set the Room of Requirements on fire, but he had not regretted it. Malfoy had his whole life left to live. Despite from what an asshole Malfoy was, he didn't deserve to die. And, Harry felt like he owed Malfoy. He knew for sure that Malfoy had recognised him at the Malfoy Mansion, but he had not turned him in. Whatever traces of morale were left inside Malfoy, they would have died as soon as he would have been sent to Azkaban.

To say Harry Potter was looking forward to going back to Hogwarts would be true as well. He had been AWOL during the whole seventh year, in order to find and destroy Horkruxes, save the world from a new dark era, find a way to kill Lord Voldemort, and avoid getting killed himself in the process. He had no idea what he wanted to do now – he no longer wanted to be an Auror, he had dealt with enough Dark Magic for the rest of his life – and most people would love to employ him, no matter what his grades were, but Hermione was right, he _did_ need to catch up on missed education. And spending another year at Hogwarts meant he had another year until he had to make decisions like where he wanted to live and how he wanted to earn his money. And, Harry somewhat hoped that at Hogwarts, he would rather be Harry Potter instead of the _Boy Who Lived Twice_.

To say Harry Potter was surprised when he stepped into Madam Malkin's to buy himself new robes and found himself face to face with Draco Malfoy would be a shameless understatement. He hadn't heard anything of Malfoy once the commotion about the former Death Eater not being sent to Azkaban had died down. But right, even Malfoy couldn't hide in his mansion forever. Harry figured that probably, Malfoy would feel lonely, sitting all alone in an empty mansion, filled with memories of his parents and his time as a Death Eater. Maybe even Malfoy could feel the need to be amongst other people. This theory, however, crumbled as soon as the other wizard spoke up.

'Hogwarts, too?'

— _Denial and its Side Effects —_

Not for the first time, Draco Malfoy wished he would have burned the letter from Hogwarts. _Of course_ students would stare at him as he dragged his bag along with him towards the Hogwarts Express. _Of course_ parents would send him resentful or scared looks when he walked past them and their children. _Of course_ insults would be whispered at him, and _of course_ rumours about Draco Malfoy attending Hogwarts again would be spread within _minutes_. Even people who used to call themselves his friends now avoided him or threw dirty looks at him. Now, stripped of the power he'd once had, bearing a name that was associated with disgrace rather than influence, everybody had abandoned him.

If it weren't about him but anyone else, it would be rather funny, Draco thought. Or at least, he would have found it funny it he still were the same boy he used to be, before the whole mess with You-Know-Who. Eight years ago, he had been here, excited at the prospect of finally joining the house Slytherin, and back then, he had seized every opportunity to make fun of people. His eight-year old self would surely laugh at his current situation. The fallen king.

Eight years ago, Draco had snorted at the sight of the red locomotive. Red, as in, Gryffindor-coloured. Why couldn't it be green? Eight years before, he had thought Slytherin ought to rule all the other houses and show them just how much worthier slyness was than courage or studying. Now he thought different. As much as he appreciated typical Slytherin traits – power play, slyness, a sense of self-preservation – he had to admit that, if it weren't for the cleverness of a certain Ravenclaw, or the bravery of a bunch of Gryffindor's, the world would be ruled by the Dark Lord now. And if it weren't for the courage of a single, well-known Gryffindor, Draco would be dead by now. He had despised Harry Potter ever since Potter had refused his offer of friendship eight years ago, but he guessed he was supposed to be grateful. He owed his life to the spoiled brat.

Draco wasn't surprised when nobody wanted to sit in the compartment of the train he was sitting in. He didn't care, this was he had the whole room for himself, with no one annoying him. Or that was what he tried to tell himself. A Malfoy didn't need anybody to keep him company.

— _Denial and its Side Effects —_

By now, Hermione, Harry and Ron had searched through the whole train, but almost all compartments were occupied. Sure, the better part of the students would have loved to share a room with the Saviour of the Wizarding World and his friends, especially first- and second-years, but Harry felt nauseous at the thought of being in the same room as a bunch of hysterically giggling girls, or eleven-year-olds staring at his scar. A handful of their friends shared a room – Dean, Seamus, Neville, Ginny, Luna – and they had offered for Harry to sit with them, but the room was full, and Harry didn't want anybody to sit uncomfortable or leave the room just so he could sit there as well.

Harry inwardly groaned when they walked past another door, behind which a group of Ravenclaw girls sat, giggling and waving as Harry passed by them. His break-up with Ginny wasn't official yet, but even if it was, did these girls think their chances were higher if they annoyed him to death?

Yeah, Ginny. They had parted after the war. There had been a time when he had really loved her, but whatever spark his heart had held for her, it was gone. He had realised this when she had left for the Burrow while he had stayed at Hogwarts for two more weeks, and hadn't missed her. Not the way he used to, anyway. Or when he had caught himself thinking of her as a _friend_, without the prefix _girl_. That had been the sign for him that he needed to end this, otherwise he'd be leading her on. He had done so the very day he had arrived at the Burrow, and to Harry's immeasurable relief, Ginny had not reacted as badly as he had feared. She had cried, yes, and he had apologised for hurting her, but she had refused his apology, saying he couldn't really apologise for something he had no control over. She couldn't force him to love her, and thus had to let go. Harry had felt indescribably grateful to have such an understanding ex-girlfriend. He still loved her, but in a definitely platonic way, a brother/sister way.

Ron had been furious, though. He had only begrudgingly 'allowed' them to be together – and Harry knew, he would have never dared to date Ginny if it would have meant to loose Ron as a friend – and now, as Ron saw it, Harry had dumped her. It took Hermione two whole weeks to talk some sense into him and disabuse him from wringing Harry's neck, and another two weeks before he had talked to Harry again. He had sheepishly apologised for his fit at the end of the Summer Break.

And the rest of the Weasley family hadn't held it against Harry, either. Not for the first time, Harry was glad to somewhat be a part of this family, by all but blood. He had virtually been adopted by Mrs. and Mr. Weasley the first time he had set foot in the Burrow.

Finally, the three of them found an almost empty compartment in the last train car. It was unoccupied except for one person—

'Malfoy,' Ron groaned. Harry ignored him and instead slid open the door.

'May we sit here?'

Malfoy briefly looked up, then shrugged.

'Whatever, Potter.'


	2. II – Settling in

**DENIAL AND ITS SIDE EFFECTS**

_HashtagMC_

* * *

><p><span>Main Pairing:<span> Harry Potter/Draco Malfoy

Side Pairings: Ron Weasley/Hermione Granger, Dean Thomas/Seamus Finnigan

Spoilers: All novels from _The Philosopher's Stone_ to _The Deathly Hallows_.

Warnings: EWE, possibility of OOC, probably irregular update schedule, not beta-read by anyone but me

Not a warning: Slash / yaoi / boy x boy / homosexual pairings / Don't like? Don't read!

Disclaimer: Obviously, I do not own Harry Potter or anything related to it. It is the intellectual property of Joanne K. Rowling, and the copyright of her or her publishing company. I own nothing but the plot of this fanfiction and any OCs I might come up with. No money is made with this.

* * *

><p>I have to apologise: I've confused Crabbe and Goyle during the last chapter. Of course, it was Crabbe who got himself killed in the Room of Requirements, and not Goyle. Sorry for this.<p>

I've never bothered to read anything beyond the novels – wiki, interviews, whatever – but since I wish this story to be canon-compatible aside from the epilogue, I would be highly grateful if you would point any mistakes out to me. At this point, I'd also like to thank all the people who have review, favourited, and followed my story so far, and assured me that it is great and not OOC – thank you!

I hope you like the song I wrote for the Sorting Hat. I know, it's way shorter than the one known from the books, but it was the best I could come up with.

Last but not least, I plan on including a few Dean/Seamus moments here and there later in the story. Therefore, I have added them as a Side Pairing, along with Ron/Hermione.

— Hashtag

* * *

><p><strong>CHAPTER 2 – SETTLING IN<strong>

Hogwarts had taken a lot of damage in the final battle, the Great Battle of Hogwarts (as dubbed by the _Daily Prophet_). Harry definitely didn't like this term. There was nothing _great_ about the battle. There never was. War still remained war, no matter how _great_ people thought it was. There were no heroes of war, just the never ending chain of _kill or get killed_ situations. War was dirty, war was bloody, and war came with casualties. When Harry had first read what Rita Skeeter had written about an _acceptable_ amount of victims, he had wondered whether or not the Ministry would let him get away with murder. There was no such thing as an acceptable amount of casualties. Each and every death was one death too much. Harry wondered what this monster in human shape would have written if the war would have ended without a single death. Probably not newsworthy at all.

During the time which would have been Summer Break, under normal circumstances, a team of specialists had worked to rebuild the castle, renew the spells which hid it from Muggle eyes, and double-check the magic of it. Several portraits had been replaced, because the originals had been damaged too much. The greenhouses had been renovated – with the help of an overly enthusiastic Neville – and a few parts of the castle had been refurbished past all recognition. The only part mostly undamaged had been the dungeons and, ironically, the Slytherin common room.

Next to Dumbledore's tomb, a memorial had been constructed, bearing the names of all wizards, witches, goblins, house-elves, giants, and anybody else who had died during the Second Wizarding War. Harry was glad to see the dead got the recognition they deserved, but every time he walked past the white marble, his chest stung. He didn't need to look at the engravings – he knew all the names by heart. The list started with people who were near and dear to him – Sirius Black, Remus Lupin, Albus Dumbledore, Fred Weasley, Nymphedora Tonks – and ended with countless students who had defended this very school against the Death Eaters. Well, not countless. Harry knew the numbers. Ninety-and-seven people had died since the anew rise of Tom Riddle.

Some of the names were harder to bear than others. Many below-seventeen-years had snuck back into the school to fight, and the better part of them had gotten themselves killed in the process, due to lack of experience. The worst of them had been a first-year, who had nothing beyond theoretical knowledge about some magical creatures. Harry could never look into another pair of eleven-year-old eyes again without reliving the day he had had to face the parents of the dead first-grader. Professor McGonagall had offered to do so herself, but Harry had refused, ninety-and-seven times. Those people deserved to learn the news from the man their sons and daughters had died for, and if they wanted to blame him, it was their right to do so.

The Great Hall wasn't the same as it was before the war. They had replaced the windows with coloured ones, like the windows of a church. It showed scenes, not from the war, but from the everyday life at Hogwarts. Students playing Quidditch, brewing potions, practising spells, or tending plants in the greenhouses. It was a constant reminder that, even after the war, life continued. New first-graders had arrived, and for the first time since his first year at Hogwarts, Harry would get to hear the song of the Speaking Hat again. No Whomping Willow or Dementor to keep him away from the opening ceremony.

It felt unfamiliar to see Professor McGonagall deliver the speech instead of Dumbledore. _Headmistress_ McGonagall. They had, on Harry's insistence, inserted a portrait of Dumbledore into the huge window above the Staff Table, and the smile of the glass-Dumbledore reminded Harry of his first day. Dumbledore's idea of a speech had been to encourage everybody to dig in and remind the Weasley twins not to sneak into the Forbidden Forest. McGonagall, the greatest professor Harry had ever had the pleasure of meeting, couldn't keep up with the greatest headmaster Hogwarts had ever had in its long history.

Harry was jolted out of his thoughts when Professor McGonagall placed the Speaking Hat on its stool, and the hat opened his mouth and began to sing.

_I may seem old and may seem torn  
>Too many heads have had me worn<em>

_And though I have no eyes and ears  
>I can sense your skills and fears<em>

_Hard times we have seen and felt  
>With evil wizards we have dealt<em>

_Many lives this war has cost'  
>Many friends we all have lost<em>

_Yet you shall not mourn the past  
>Since for each of those who passed<em>

_A new face I can see in here  
>A new voice I can hear in here<em>

_To sort the hous's my task is now  
>And to do my best I vow<em>

_Don't hesitate, put on your head  
>Me old and worn but speaking hat<em>

_Your new home I shall show to you  
>The place where to belong you do<em>

_If smart and zealous 's __what you are  
>You do belong to Ravenclaw<em>

_If bravery you do have more  
>I shall place you in Gryffindor<em>

_If friendship you do value much  
>You might feel home at Hufflepuff<em>

_If sly you are and slick within  
>your place then is at Slytherin<em>

Applause echoed through the Great Hall after the Sorting Hat had finished his song. Then, Professor McGonagall unrolled the parchment which held the names of the new first-graders, calling each of them up to be assigned to a house by the hat. Harry involuntarily smiled at the memory of how nervous he'd been back then, afraid the hat might send him back home. Out of the corner of his eye, he could see Ron and Hermione smile as well.

'Addams, Benjamin!' Professor McGonagall called.  
>'Hufflepuff!' Applause from the Hufflepuff table.<p>

'Ahmed, Muhammad!'  
>'Ravenclaw!'<p>

'Bond, Zachary!'  
>'Ravenclaw!'<p>

'Bancroft, Logan!'  
>'Slytherin!'<p>

…

The list went on and on. 'Crawley, Amber' was the first new Gryffindor, two twins going by the surname of Murray, who had wished to be Gryffindors, were sent to Ravenclaw – though they didn't look unhappy, given that the Sorting Hat considered them smart enough to be Ravenclaws. The row of the new students grew shorter and shorter, and Harry didn't envy the poor girl who was the last person waiting while 'Wright, Callum!' made his way to the Slytherin table.

After 'Wright, Leah!' had sat down at the Gryffindor table – by now, Harry was pitying her, being in the house which was supposed to be the arch rival or her brother's – the meal started, and, _gods_, how Harry had missed the treacle tart from Hogwarts' kitchen. Within seconds, the whole student body was chattering, and Harry could see a few shocked faces here and there, when muggle-born (or, muggle-raised) first-graders learned about the war. Harry hoped his housemates wouldn't scare the young children. They needed to know what had happened, yes, but no need for cruel details. He couldn't really imagine a Gryffindor deliberately scaring a little kid. Maybe someone like Malfoy—

No, actually, Harry couldn't picture Malfoy scaring a first-grader either. Not the new Malfoy, anyway. He had seen this new Malfoy at the trial for the first time, when he had quietly muttered 'guilty as charged', without looking anyone in the eye. The old Malfoy would have taunted the judge, or demanded to be judged by a pure-blood. Then, on the train. Malfoy had merely acknowledged their presence and all but _allowed_ them to stay. The old Malfoy would have mocked them, made a comment on Ron, would have insulted Hermione, and maybe taunted their absent friends as well. So it was obvious – well, maybe not to Ron, but to Harry, and hopefully to Hermione, too – that Malfoy had changed.

Harry had been offered to be a prefect by Professor McGonagall, but he had refused. He didn't need any more responsibility to bear. In fifth year, he had felt hurt when Dumbledore hadn't made him a prefect, but now, he was three years older and god-knew-how-many years more mature. War had made him an adult prematurely, and war had left its scars and traces. One of them being his new-found fear to bear responsibility. He wouldn't allow anyone to die for him again. This decision he had made in the midst of the combat, and he was going to stick to it.

The new Gryffindor prefects – it was strange to have someone younger than himself lead him, Harry thought – led them to the Gryffindor tower once the feast was over. Harry hadn't felt really festive at all. He knew he should, and the wizarding world truly had a reason to celebrate, even though Voldemort's defeat had been _months_ ago – after the first time Tom Riddle had died, the wizards and witches had celebrated for months as well. And back then, the celebrations had also been overshadowed by the deaths of James Potter and Lily Evans.

Suddenly, the row of students came to a halt when they reached the portrait of the Fat Lady, and Harry violently bumped into Ron and Hermione. 'Password?' the Fat Lady said, and Harry could hear a few gasps here and there, coming from the new students. '_Negatio_,' the prefect recited the new password, and the portrait hole swung open, granting them access to the Gryffindor common room.

Harry immediately strode towards the boy's dormitories, pointedly ignoring the worried glances Hermione, Ron, and Ginny gave him. They had already noticed his somewhat depressed attitude at the Burrow, but so far, Harry had successfully evaded all talks about his mental state, not-so-sublty changing the subject or bluntly ignoring questions whenever the topic came up. He was fine, as fine as a mentally scarred young adult could be after he fought a war and saw his friends die. Alright, so he was _not_ fine, but nothing a shrink could say would change anything. Harry would have to deal with this by himself.

He knew he had trust-issues. You don't live on the run for one year without becoming wary and suspicious. When you begin to suspect everyone of having taken Polyjuice potion and pretending to be someone else, you know something is wrong. Harry thought that slowly, he became as paranoid as Mad-Eye. He didn't dare turn his back to people when their wand was in their hands, even in class. The number of people he trusted was small – maybe ten. Ron and Hermione, of course. Ginny. George? _Nah, who knows what he is able to do, so shortly after losing his brother_, the voice in his head unhelpfully whispered. Who else? Professor McGonagall. Mrs and Mr Weasley. _Draco Malfoy_, another voice in his head supplied, and Harry frowned. So he trusted his former arch enemy, but not the brother of his best friend? How flipping screwed up was he?

Of course he didn't trust Draco. He could never. He was just tired, he decided. _On the other hand, you could trust the _new _Draco_, the voice kept arguing. It fought a lost battle. Harry Potter did _not_ trust Draco Malfoy. Period.

— _Denial and its Side Effects —_

Two weeks of being back at school, and Draco already thought it was hell. He took in his surroundings as he stepped into the Slytherin common room. There had been a time when the green light had made him feel more or less at home; now it was a reminder of times he wanted to forget. Too many bad memories were connected to this place.

By the fireplace, he could see Goyle's – so far fruitless – efforts to win Pansy's affection. His eleven, or maybe thirteen year old self would have jokingly considered to buy Goyle a book about love, just to laugh at the question whether or not Goyle could read. But now? Draco caught himself finding it rather… cute? Good god. He was becoming a flipping sentimental Gryffindor. His father would throw a tantrum in his cell at Azkaban if he knew… not that Draco cared about his father anymore. Unfortunately, other people _did_ care about his father.

Draco was at Hogwarts for two weeks now, and already he had had to visit Madam Pomfrey because some sixth-grader had thought it'd be funny to send a trip hex after Draco, for 'being a fucking bloody traitor, Death Eater scum!' Draco had strained a muscle in his ankle and broken his wrists – both – as he fell down the stairs. Madam Pomfrey had asked, of course, but he had refused to turn the other guy in. It wouldn't do him any good. If anything, he'd get it paid back the next time. Probably for 'being a bloody tell-tale', or something like that. Draco had also seen some other students give him dirty looks, so he probably had a few more injuries coming.

Actually, there were two factions at school which _despised_ each other, but both had it out for Draco. On the one hand, there was the 'light side', the self-entitled 'good guys', who had fought against the Dark Lord, and considered everyone who had done otherwise either a coward or a traitor. With Draco, of course, being on top of that list. He had tried to explain the guys who had beaten him up the other day that he had not had a _fucking bloody choice_, but they didn't care. To them, he was a traitor and deserved punishment, and they let show what they meant by that. Draco's entire body still hurt, and he would sure as hell have bruises where their fists had hit him. Luckily, no bone was broken, because Draco didn't wish to see Madam Pomfrey so soon again.

Then, on the other hand, there was the – much smaller faction – of the children of the former Death Eaters, most of them being his housemates at Slytherin. To them, Draco was a traitor as well, but for completely other reasons. Because unlike their parents, who had been Death Eaters just as he had been, he wasn't imprisoned. They suspected him of having cooperated with the Ministry and turning people in, and thus beat him up. He hadn't done anything like that, but that didn't keep them from doing so. They needed a scapegoat, and he was the perfect victim for them. It had been one of Draco's lovely fellow Slytherins who had shot the trip jinx at him.

During class, Draco tried to blend with the mass as good as he could. The teachers didn't treat him any different than they had the years before, besides the obvious fact that Professor Snape wasn't there anymore. Draco rarely ever raised his hand during classes, he just silently did whatever was demanded from him, did his homework in time, and quietly entered and left the classroom at the beginning and end of each lesson. His grades were always satisfying – _A_s and _E_s weren't exactly top, but it was enough. The only subject Draco exceeded in was Potions. Sure, Snape had always praised him more than other students, but also without a teacher who favoured Draco, he was an excellent student when it came to potions.

The worst, however, was at night, when Draco lay awake for several hours. It wasn't that he slept particularly bad – not worse than most of the other veterans, anyway – but the insecurity which hung above his head was what kept him awake. He was fairly certain he would pass his exams without major problems, but what then? Apply for a job? They wouldn't want a former Death Eater. Sure, what was left of the Malfoy estate was enough to live in peace for the rest of his life, but the prospect of being lonely for the rest of his life was enough to scare Draco. Even though a Malfoy oughtn't to be scared. He refused to admit it to himself, but now that he had an actual life without a war or a Dark Lord to rule said life, he realised that he was all but _craving_ for a significant other. Someone to confide in. Someone to trust, to love, to have his back. Someone in whose presence he would be just Draco. Not Draco M_alfoy_, not Draco the traitor, Draco the Death Eater, Draco the failure. Someone to whom Draco could be himself.

Not that he would ever have such a person. A Malfoy wasn't supposed to cry, and so Draco didn't. This particular Malfoy wasn't supposed to be happy, and so he never would be.


	3. III – Trouble Ahead

**DENIAL AND ITS SIDE EFFECTS**

_HashtagMC_
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><p><strong>CHAPTER 3 – TROUBLE AHEAD<strong>

When Harry woke up, he felt rather sick. Not the physical kind of _sick_, as in, catching the flu or something. More like… more like something terrible had happened which he didn't remember.

Harry furrowed his eyebrows and tried to remember. Yesterday evening, he had finished some homework for Magic History (after Hermione had urged him and Ron to do so), exchanged a few friendly words with Dean, Seamus and Nevile, brushed his teeth and gone to bed. Nothing unusual so far. He remembered to then lying awake for maybe an hour or two and hearing the others one by one stepping into the dorms and going to bed as well, first Nevile, then Ron, then Dean and Seamus (those two were really connected by the hips, even more after their reunion during the battle). Harry couldn't quite pinpoint the time when he'd fallen asleep – maybe one or two o'clock?

He was pretty sure he'd dreamt something bad, but for the life of him, he couldn't remember what exactly it had been. All which was left were glimpses, images in the corner of his mental eye, but when he tried to focus on them, they disappeared, slipping through his fingers like the Golden Snitch during a bad Quidditch match. The images always stayed just out of his reach. Harry groaned in frustration. He was sure that this was something important – he'd never felt so down after a bad dream, unless it was one of his Voldemort-visions – and the sheer feeling of being powerless and unable to catch whatever it was drove him insane. Angrily, Harry punched his mattress, pretending not to see the look Ron send him.

Harry briefly considered to talk to Ron and Hermione about this, but he quickly discarded the idea. Ron would either declare him mental, or write it off as post-war-stress – the muggles called it PTSD, right? – and Harry had no need to see St. Mungo's Mental Ward from the inside. He was completely sane, thank you very much. Meanwhile, Hermione would probably bury herself, and Harry, in books about dreams, their meaning, and whatnot. He didn't need that either. Books could only solve so many problems, and one day, even Hermione would understand it.

'—ry? You okay, mate?'

On the sound of Ron's voice, Harry's head snapped upwards, causing Ron to flinch. 'Are sure you're okay, Harry? You've just stared into nothing for like, five minutes?'

'Didn't get enough sleep,' Harry shrugged it off. That wasn't even a lie. He had definitely not slept enough recently. But this wasn't the answer to Ron's unspoken question – _what's wrong?_

'If you say so,' Ron shrugged before turning his attention from Harry towards Dean and Seamus. The two were happily smiling at each other as they made their way towards the common room, a content silence between them. Harry envied them. They had been best friends from the day they'd met, but unlike him and Ron, they almost never argued. Dean had not approved of Seamus behaviour towards Harry during their fifth year, and the air between them had been a bit tense after Seamus' argument with Harry, but that was all. Seamus had been quite pissed when Dean had dated Ginny because that meant his quality time with his best friend was reduced to precisely nothing (to be honest – Harry had been more than pissed, though for different reasons), and Seamus had comforted Dean back then after Ginny broke up with him just to shamelessly snog Harry (in retrospect, Harry realised that he could have been a tad more considerate of Dean's feelings). The two best mates got along wordlessly. Dean had the unique ability to calm Seamus down when he was throwing a tantrum, and Seamus was the only one who could calm down Dean when he was having a nightmare about the time he'd been hiding from the Death Eater-controlled Ministry and eventually got caught by them. Most times, Dean's nightmares ended with him waking up in tears, and Seamus wordlessly crawling into the bed next to Dean, the two best friends then falling asleep in each other's arms. If it weren't for the nightmares, it would be rather adorable.

— _Denial and its Side Effects —_

'Harry,' Hermione said, 'you look like shit. What has happened?'

Harry pointed towards the chalkboard, where the new DADA teacher was talking about curses. 'I think we should pay attention to this,' he said in an obvious attempt to change the subject. Unsurprisingly, it didn't work.

'…_the Bat-Bogey Hex was invented in the middle of the 20__th__century by…'_

'Harry James Potter, don't dare to "I think we should pay attention" me. I know perfectly well that you don't give a dam about this crap,' Hermione retorted, her annoyance about Harry's failed attempt to distract her clearly audible in her voice. Harry snorted. 'Who are you, and where's the real Hermione Granger? You _never_ say "crap" about classes.'

'Bullshit,' Hermione shot back. 'Bat-Bogey Hexes? We've learned those when we were _fifteen_, Harry. You can't pretend that you really care about this. And even if you've forgotten about them, you can always ask Gin—' She suddenly stopped and took a sharp intake of breath. 'Shit, sorry Harry. Didn't mean to bring this up,' she apologised. Harry shrugged. 'I told you, it was harder for her than for me. You don't have to apologise every time you mention her name.' He glanced at Ron. 'No offence, mate.' Back to Hermione, 'really, we're still talking to each other, aren't we? It's not like it ended in tears – well, it did, but not mine anyway—'

From his right, a fist collided with Harry's jaw, and another one with his nose. 'Fuck you, Harry. Just fuck you,' Ron hissed, furiously glaring daggers at Harry. Judging by the blood Harry could feel running down his face, and the pain in his nose, it was broken. He tentatively moved his jaw, and immediately winced, but at least it wasn't broken as well. With a start, Harry realised that the whole class had turned their heads towards the little scene he and Ron had caused, and even the teacher had stopped her rambling about the Bat-Bogey Hex.

'Um, I guess I'm going to the Hospital Wing,' Harry said, gesturing towards his nose with his free hand, the other hand collecting the blood that dripped from his nose. He send the teacher an apologetic look before stepping out of the classroom.

'Bloody fuck, Ron,' Harry muttered under his breath as he strode through the empty hallways of the castle. He knew Ron's bad temper, and okay, he should have chosen his words a bit more carefully, but he had just tried to make Hermione understand that she didn't need to walk on eggshells around him whenever Ginny's name was mentioned. He was over her – in fact, the part which had hurt most was the knowledge how much their breakup hurt Ginny.

Harry was so lost in his thoughts, he didn't pay attention to his surroundings until he bumped into someone. Unfortunately, said someone was Professor McGonagall.

'Shit, sorry Professor!' Harry said as he got up from the floor.

'Language, Mr. Potter,' Professor McGonagall scolded him. 'Do you mind to enlighten me where you are headed? As far as I know, you should listen to Professor Jones right now.' Hestia Jones, member of the former Order of the Phoenix, had been the only one willing to take over the vacant job of the Defence Against the Dark Arts teacher. A big part of the Order had died or got injured during the war, and many people still believed that the job was cursed.

'I'm on my way to the infirmary, Professor,' Harry replied. 'Somebody broke my – I mean, I had an accident and broke my nose,' he lied. No need to drag Ron into this, even though his best friend could be quite a prick from time to time.

Professor McGonagall's look told him she knew _exactly_ what he had been about to say, but she didn't pry any further. 'Well, go ahead then, Mr. Potter.' And gone she was.

— _Denial and its Side Effects —_

'…figure you won't tell me who did this, Mr. Malfoy?' Harry froze at Madam Pomfrey's voice as he pushed open the doors to the Hospital Wing.

'I'm afraid I will not,' came Malfoy's voice, the same polite yet cold tone he sported ever since he had returned to school. 'Somebody was trying to get back at me, that's all I can—' he caught Harry's face in the mirror, and immediately flushed. 'Were you eavesdropping, Potter?'

'I wasn't!' Harry defended himself, completely aware of the fact that his face was red as well, and embarrassed upon being caught, even though he had only overheard the last words when he'd stepped into the infirmary.

Malfoy snorted, and for a moment, Harry saw a glimpse of the old Malfoy. 'Sure as hell you weren't, Potter! You were totally _not_ sneaking around and listening in! Of course not! The noble Potter would never do such a thing, now, would he, _Potter_?'

Just then, Harry noticed the blood on Malfoy's wrists and palms. 'You're hurt,' he said, feeling dumb for stating the obvious. Malfoy bared his teeth. 'I always knew you weren't the sharpest knife in the drawer, but I never knew you were this stupid. Of course I am hurt, Potter! What do you think why they call it the Hospital Wing?'

'What happened?' Harry blurted out before his mind could stop him. Malfoy looked confused. 'What?'

'You wrists,' Harry supplied. 'What happened to it?'

'Stinging Hex,' Malfoy muttered through gritted teeth. 'Madam Pomfrey was just about to heal it when you walked in.' Much to Harry's delight, he didn't say _eavesdropped_ – maybe the new, civil Malfoy had taken over again. But still, it was obvious that the old Malfoy, the one who snapped at people and insulted them, was still there.

Harry patiently waited for Madam Pomfrey to finish healing Malfoy's hands, letting his gaze wander through the room in the meantime. Not much had changed. The room was back to the clean hospital it used to be, including the white ceiling, which had been the first thing Harry saw after waking up, on too many occurrences to count them. And Harry knew every single detail of this room. All he had to do was close his eyes, and unasked for, the image of the room would appear in front of his eyes. Luckily, by now he'd halfway managed to get the image of this room filled with all the war casualties out of his head.

After Harry had left the Hospital Wing with a mended nose and a sip of painkiller potion for his jaw and nose, he decided to skip the rest of the DADA class for today. Hermione would scold him for this later, sure, but it wasn't like he'd be missing much, neither time-wise nor subject-wise. 'Mione was right, Bat-Bogey was no challenge at all. Not for DA-veterans, anyway. Heck, if necessary, _Harry_ could have applied for the job of a DADA teacher. He had spent his whole, goddamned screwed up _life_ fighting the Dark Arts! He was more than capable to defend himself, thank you very much. He knew the incantation of the hex by heart, he knew the inventor (Miranda Goshawk), and he was sure he knew the year of its invention as well, if he'd think about it for a moment. And yes, if he needed to, he could always ask Ginny – the Bat-Bogey was one of her specialities.

That didn't mean that he could skip homework, of course. Hermione would make sure he wouldn't.

— _Denial and its Side Effects —_

For the umpteenth time this evening, Harry tried to focus on his Potions homework, but he just was too tired. Even Hermione had to understand that he couldn't write about the invention, brewing, and effects of the Alihotsy Draught if he was dog-tired. Maybe tomorrow. Unfortunately, ever since he'd lost the book of the Half-Blood Prince, Professor Slughorn's respect for Harry had rapidly decreased. And although he wasn't Snape, Slughorn had recently discovered Malfoy's admittedly exceeding abilities in Potions. Which meant that Harry no longer was his favourite. Of course, Harry didn't demand to be treated special – he wasn't Malfoy – but he had enjoyed being the one favoured for a change.

Groaning, Harry stuffed his schoolbooks and the half feet of parchment he'd written on so far into his satchel and closed it. He would do it tomorrow, right? He certainly wasn't postponing this essay to the latest possible date since two days. Not at all.  
>Okay, so he was doing so.<br>Maybe he could ask Hermione for help tomorrow. If he and Ron managed to look pitiful enough, they might be able to persuade their friend to write the essay for them. Especially Ron, right?

Tired as he was, Harry fell asleep pretty much the very second his face made contact with his pillow. He didn't even hear Neville step into the dorm one minute later. But as soon as he fell asleep, he remembered why he had felt like utter shit this morning.

_Hogwarts in ruins. Smoke rising from the burning leftovers of the Quidditch pitch. Roofs and walls ripped open, revealing the innards of the venerable castle. Giant holes gaping in the buildings, rubble and debris lying around basically everywhere. The battle has taken its toll._

_The inside is even worse. Places he __used to know and love are in ruins. Books from the library, centuries old, and containing invaluable knowledge – ripped and destroyed, hit by curses, hexes, jinxes. Sacrificed for the greater good, piles of them used to provide cover or blown up as a distraction, bookshelves used to hide behind, or toppled over to fall onto unsuspecting enemies._

_The Room of Requirements, sanctuary to hundreds of students during hundreds of years – damaged beyond repair, by a mindless young adult with the mental abilities of of a dayfly. The Great Hall, place of gathering and communication, a place where speeches are delivered, feast celebrated, and deaths mourned – filled with shattered glass, splinters of broken wands, blood-soaked rags of what used to be school robes._

_The worst place is the Hospital Wing. Lines and lines of dead bodies. People fussing over in which order the dead shall be placed __– __by age, by house, by name? What does it matter? Those are dead, nothing and nobody is going to change that, because nothing and nobody _can _change it._

_Some of the dead have been cleared, the blood wiped off their bodies, making the wounds and injuries visible all the more. Cuts, holes, scratches… it is a terrible sight, what wizards can do to each other. Maybe the whole word would be better off if all wands would be broken, all books of charms be burned… it is understandable why the Muggles used to fear those who possessed powers beyond their understanding. Sometimes, the use people make if this powers is beyond his understanding, too._

_The dead stare at him, expressions blank, but eyes accusing, and he knows it is his fault. All of it is his fault, and has always been. He shouldn't have come here in the first place, he shouldn't have encouraged these people to rise against their oppressors, he shouldn't, shouldn't, shouldn't have. He leaves the room because he can't stand it anymore. He of all people, who is the cause of their deaths, should not be allowed to mourn them._

_He can see people frantically searching the ruins for relatives, friends, lovers. People they care about, people who care about them. Every now and then, a happy cry disturbs the deafening silence, when families are reunited, couples are reunited, friends are reunited. He hasn't got any of this. Who cares about him? All people who ever cared about him died protecting him – his parents, his godfather, his father's best friend. All of this battle was about protecting him, buying him time. The Slytherin brat was right, they should have turned him in when they had the opportunity to do so. It would have saved their lives. What's the point in dying for the greater good? He certainly is neither great nor good._

_And suddenly, as if reading his mind, people agree with him. They don't say a word, not yet, but he knows they will, sooner or later, if they have to endure his presence anymore. People who are passing by, their robes classifying them as fellow students, their faces blurry and unrecognisable. He cannot see their eyes, his eyes failing him whenever he tries to focus on their faces, but he can feel the accusing glares, the silent question how he could allow this to happen, the looks blaming him for the losses of loved ones. He doesn't have an answer. He knows he shouldn't have let this happen._

_Somebody stands out of the crowd. The pale face, the grey eyes, the white-blond hair, the green insignia on the black and grey robes. _He _is watching from the sidelines. His eyes show no hint of accusation, and why would they? _He _hasn't lost anyone. _He _owes him his life. But _he _doesn't do anything to keep them from accusing __him. _He _only watches and lets them do as they please._

_The crowd is getting closer and closer, the silence deafening him. Their glares, still invisible but clearly there, are piercing his body, and he can almost _feel _their eyes rip pieces out of him and reduce him to what is left of the ones they cared for. They are pressuring him, burying him under them, and he feels like suffocating._

_He knows he deserves it._


End file.
